THE EVOLUTION OF A REVOLT

The six weeks' food gave us a range of over a
thousand miles out and home, and that (like the
pint of water) was more than ever we needed,
even in so large a country as Arabia. It was
possible (for me, the camel-novice in the Army,,
"painful" was a better word) to ride fifteen
hundred miles in the month withclit re-victualling,
and there was never a fear of starvation, for each
of us was riding on two hundred pounds of
potential meat, and when food lacked we would
stop and eat the weakest of our camels. Exhausted
camel is poor food, but cheaper killing than a fat
one, and we had to remember that our future
efficiency depended on the number of good camels
at our disposal. They lived on grazing as we
marched (we never gave them grain or fodder),
and after their six weeks on the road they would
be worn thin, and have to be sent to pasture for
some months' rest, while we called out another
tribe in replacement, or found fresh riding-
beasts.

We did not hamper ourselves with led-camels.
The men carried with them a hundred rounds of
ammunition and a rifle, or else two men would
be an "automatic" team, dividing the gun and
its drums between them. They slept as they
were, in their riding cloaks, and fared well enough